
364 THE WALLFLOWER. 

During this gloomy month we must fly for re- 
fuge to a love of nature, for as Dr. Johnson ob- 
serves in the Idler, “the distinction of seasons 
is produced only by imagination acting upon 
luxury. To temperance every day is bright, and 
and every hour is propitious to diligence. He that 
resolutely excites his faculties, or exerts his virtues, 
will soon make himself superior to the seasons, 
and may set at defiiance the morning mist, and 
the evening damp, the blasts of the east, and the 
clouds of the south.’' Instead of looking for 
Spring with anxious and caring minds, enjoy the 
present day ; there are pleasures even in No- 
vember. 


WALLFLOWER. 

( Cheiranthus Cheiri.) 

Class, Tetradynamia. Order, Siliquosa. Nat. Ord., 
Crucifer se. 

The Common Wallflower, which commences 
bloomingin April, still throws out its bright golden 
blossoms on ruins and old walls, to enliven us at 
this cheerless season, and looking like hope above 
the tomb. 

“ Cheerful midst desolation’s sadness— thou 
Fair flower, art wont to grace the mould’ring pile, 
And brightly bloom o’er ruin like a smile, 

Reposing calm on age’s furrowed brow. 
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Sweet monitor ! an emblem sure I see 
Of virtue, and of virtue’s power in thee, 

For though thou cheer’st the dull ruin’s gloom. 

Still when thou’rt found upon the gay parterre, 
There thou art sweetest — fairest of the fair 
So virtue while it robs of death the tomb 
Shines in the crown, that youth' and beauty" wear. 
Being best of all the gems that glitter there.” 

The Wallflower is the emblem of “ Fidelity in 
Misfortune.” On and around the dilapidated 
walls it still shoots forth, whilst all other flowers 
that once graced the noble gardens have been 
swept away and gone to decay ; this alone survives 
to cheer after the mouldering hand of time has 
desolated the noble structure. 

“ Not in the halls 

Of men, when garnished is the festal board, 

When flashed with pride, the castle’s mighty lord 
Looks on its festoon’d walls. 

“ Not in the bower, 

The love-deck’d bower— of love Cheiranthus grows 
Nothing so humble there— ’tis for the rose, 

Not for the poor Wallflower. 

“ Not in the spot 

Where the trim gardener plants his favorite flowers 
To be admired a few short sunny hours, 

And then to be forgot. 

“No, lovely flower, 

Thy blossoms smile where pomp has pass’d away. 
Breathing their balmy fragrance o’er decay, 
Cheering misfortune’s hour. 


